PREPARATION	45
I shall never forget our first and only night in Buenaventura.
The one hotel was crowded, and the only place offering itself to us
as a shelter was a corrugated iron coffee-shed on the dock. This,
we thought, was better than nothing, until we found that most of
the available room on the coffee-sacks was already taken by the
negro stevedores. Nevertheless, we were tired and found places
for ourselves, and presently slept as soundly as the labourers. In
the morning Ferguson's eyes were swelled nearly shut, and my
ankles had doubled in size from flea-bites.
We got out of Buenaventura as quickly as possible, crossed the
low coast range of the mountains, and came down to the village
of Cali, our first objective, in the narrow but very fertile valley of
the Cauca River. Thence we quartered north-eastward across this
valley, climbed the high Central Cordillera of the Andes, dropped
down into the valley of the Magdalena, and followed that great river
north to Honda, the head of navigation.
This was a foot journey of about two hundred and fifty miles,
much of it through rugged country. We knew no Spanish, except
the phrase: "Caf& con lechc y huevos." But the Colombian people
we found very kind and hospitable. Most of the time we were far
from towns and hotels and had to stop with farmers and planta-
tion hands, but the meanest hut never turned us away when wei
asked for shelter. Instead of the huevos, they always gave us
chicken. Hungry as we were, we had to wait until our host killed
and plucked a fowl and roasted it in the outdoor oven. In the high,
mountains we nearly froze every night, for we had only tropical
clothes, and the cabins were unheated.
In fact, from our point of view the Colombians had only one
flaw, and that perhaps should have been excused them. Not many
North American Yankees had ever been in their part of the country,
and they were very curious about us. We had practically no privacy.
At night when we undressed for bed, we were afraid to light our
candle, for we knew everybody would be-watching us through the
unshuttered window. In the morning, when we opened our eyes,
we saw a ring of faces glued to the pane, regarding us.
However, it all became worth while when at last we stood on
the ridge-pole of the Andes and looked down into the great flood
plain of the Magdalena Valley, one of the finest scenic spectacles in'

